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TO THE READER. 



Ix all probability these Memorials would never have 
been published, had it not been for the thought that 
many an English traveller, 's^nshing to avoid the vexa- 
tious difficulties recently added to the French passport 
system, would seek Continental solace by the Belgian 
route ; so by the Rhine, Switzerland, and the South or 
East. 

To those, thus travelling, this volume is offered as a 
companion to the early part of their journey. It is 
printed in a form that can be easily handled ; and the 
mode of getting up, is with the intention to allure to 
Note-making on the spot ; so rarely done, for lack of 
necessary and convenient means. It is published in 
an inexpensive manner, that the traveller may not 
hesitate to use the blank pages for notes, or pen or 
pencil sketches ; — ^to secure, by gum or pin, a leaf or 
flower; a grass, fern, or moss, — memorial of a stroll, 
o!" a resting-place : or to illustrate, by the facilities 
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INTRODUCTION. 



These Poems are exactly what they profess to be — 
"Memorials" of a pleasant journey in early Autunin — 
"September I80G; — and the order in which they are 
placed is precisely the route, out and home. 

The party, as a party, was perfect in number — 
four; and character — a long-time dear friend and his 
wife, my wife and myself: i.e., two ladies, for com- 
panionship in all ladynesses; two gentlemen, to ad- 
vise, assist, arrange, and, of course, obey. 

The weather was very fine; not hot, never cold. 
Our pre-arranged plans were carried out, the time 
proposed was kept, every day fully occupied, each 
l)erson polite and kind to three others; and we re- 
turned, it may be well supposed, with very glad and 
cheerful memories. 

It is many years since I wrote any verse — the 
faculty seemed to have departed: but this journey 



vm INTRODUCTION. 

was so very pleasant, that I could not help com- 
posing; as indeed, I do not doubt, my three com- 
panions did also in their hearts, but being stronger- 
minded than myself, they have not committed them- 
selves to pen and ink. 

It will be conceded that one out of four may be 
feeble-minded, and yet the party agreeable, as a 
whole ? 

I do not call these "Memorials" Sonnets; in the 
construction of which there is a well-understood 
orthodoxy, not to be found here. I began to write 
them correctly, but, though my own, found the same 
objection and difficulty in reading them aloud, as I' 
have ever done with all regularly constructed sonnets : 
the fourteen lines are here, but the order of versifica- 
tion is not correct : they are not sonnets then, that is 
all, and I do not call them so. 

To all who may read these "Memorials" I would 
recommend just such a journey, in the hope that they 
might return, like us, with sunshine and thankfulness 
in their hearts. 

H. B. 

London. 
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3 
CALAIS TO GHENT. 

BY RAILWAY. 



FORWARD ! all perils of the voyage past, 

And all the passport tribulation ended ; 
Temper subsiding ; bags and boxes fast ; 

Our shrugs, and groans, and vows, and frowns 
expended : 
Forward ! it needs not to bestow much thought 

On passing scenes : a country flat and dull, 
Uninteresting, treeless, hedgeless, naught, 

But with a foreign, careless cultiu'e full : 
Away ! till Belgium's border claims delay. 

And luggage is reprobed by law's stern hand : 
Patience ; such troubles end ; away, away ! 

Now all around us, signs of vigour stand. 
And home-like bits ; and, with the closing day, 

Lo, Ghent ! with aspect old, and grey, and grand. 

I would not be thought overmuch disturl)ed by the passport system ; 
or of those who take up a grievance on the subject. It is the regula- 
tion of the country through which one travels ; made for a purpose 
irrespective of myself, and no personal affront intended. 

Do I choose to travel in the foreign land? I must be provided with 
a passpoi-t. But I object to the system ! In that case I ought not to 
choose so to travel, and had better remain at home. 

Authorities in those foreign parts have the right to make laws for 
themselves; they do not thrust them upon us; we go to them, and 
ought to be acquiescent, or, at least, quiescent. Is not this a fair way 
to put the case? Nevertheless, there is such folly and unwisdom 
about the whole contrivance, that one wonders there is not common 
sense enough m the world to put an end to such a public nuisance, 
or, in polite phrase, inconvenience. 



LONDON TO DOVER 

MORNING. 



SUNSHINE at starting ! God be with lis now ; 

Bless the home nests, and us upon the wing ! 
A pleasant whirl, through country where the plough 

Follows the gather'd grain, and everything 
Betokens the untiring love that grants 

Plenty and comfort, help and guidance true : 
Which, watching, fills the cup, supplies the wants 

Of all His children, life-long journey through. 
Ever in Him, by Him, we onward press, 

Buoyant in hope, strong in our faith and love, 
That He, on whom we wait, will deign to bless 

Oiu" foreign way, and daily as we prove 
His kindness and His care, our hearts impress 

With thoughts of the far better things above. 



DOVER TO CALAIS. 

THE STEAMBOAT. 



THE Sea ! I love to stand upon its shore, 

Watch the advancing or retreating tide ; 
And listen to the booming of its roar, 

While the cloud-shadows o'er its surface glide ; 
Or long bright lines of golden, sparkling light 

Stretch to th' horizon : or the moonbeams lie 
On its calm bosom, when the giant might 

Sleeps like an infant to a lullaby. 
So when the storm stirs up each rugged wave, 

Tossing the foam with moan and shriek to heaven. 
All the wild tumult I would gladly brave : — 

But to be thus, with shivering plunges driven. 
Is a dilemma and distm'bance grave. 

That makes me wish the Straits had ne'er been riven ! 



I do not know that Great Britain was once part of the Continent of 
Europe, but it has been suggested as probable. 

I beg it may be understood that I am far too patriotic to wish that 
it were united now, for any possible reason, political, social, or per- 
sonal; excei)t only, as intimated above, when pleasure or necessity 
compels me to cross the waters thither. 



B ^ 
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CALAIS TO GHENT. 

BY RAILWAY. 
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expended : 
Forward ! it needs not to bestow much thought 

On passing scenes : a country flat and dull. 
Uninteresting, treeless, hedgeless, naught, 

But with a foreign, careless culture full : 
Away ! till Belgium's border claims delay. 

And luggage is reprobed by law's stern hand : 
Patience ; such troubles end ; away, away ! 

Now all around us, signs of vigour stand, 
And home-like bits ; and, with the closing day, 

Lo, Ghent ! with aspect old, and grey, and grand. 

I would not be thought overmuch disturbed by the passport system ; 
or of those who take up a grievance on the subject. It is the regiila- 
tion of the country through which one travels ; made for a purpose 
irrespective of myself, and no personal afftrant intended. 

Do I choose to travel iu the foreign land ? I must be provided with 
a passport. But I object to the system ! In that case I ought not to 
choose so to travel, and had better remain at home. 

Authorities in those foreign parts have the right to make laws for 
themselves; they do not thrust them upon us; we go to them, and 
ought to be acquiescent, or, at least, quiescent. Is not this a fair way 
to put the case? Nevertheless, there is such folly and unwisdom 
about the whole contrivance, that one wonders there is not common 
sense enough m the world to put an end to such a public nuisance, 
or, in polite phrase, inconvenience. 



GHENT. 



THE pleasant fantasies of a first love 

Have painted Ghent in sunshine on my thought ; 
And long time happy memory it will prove, 

With warmth, and brightness, and soft-tinting fraught. 
The early matin bell's sonorous sound ; 

Carved house-fronts, gables twisted, curved, and tall ; 
Sleepy canal, with shadowy depth profound ; 

Strange, gloomy court-yards ; belfry ; ancient wall ; 
Old wondrous pictures ; sculpture ; varied lights 

In churches ; the Town-hall with witching build ; 
Fantastic costumes ; priests, imns, scents and sights ; 

Wide dreamy places, with dull quiet filFd ; 
And many a quaintness, travelled toil requites. 

Honour to Ghent ! and men of old so skill'd. 



Ghent lies at the junction of the rivers Schelde and Lys. It has 
about 100,000 inhabitants. In the time of Charles V. it was i)erhaps 
the largest and most populous city in Europe. It contained 35,000 
houses and 175,000 inhabitants. 

In 1400 the city is said to have contained 80,000 men capable of bear- 
ing arms. 

The picturesqueness of its houses, the fantastic variety of gable ends 
— rising stepwise, or ornamented with scrolls aud carviug — arrest the 
attention of strangers at every turn. 

The Belfry Tower, 280 feet high, is one of the most ancient in the 
town, dating from 1183. — Murray's Handbook for Btlgium^ tkc. 

The hotel in which we stayed was jiist under this Belfry Tower. 
The bells are most sonorous, but very loud toned, and are ning very 
early, as we found to our disturbance and dismay. 



GHENT. 

THE BEGUINA6E. 



DING-DONG ! Ding-dong ! Hark to the vesper bell ! 

The gathering twilight, with its tints of grey, 
Wraps the old Beguinage in dreamy spell : 

Sunlight from tower and steeple glides away. 
Peals forth the organ ; and in swelling tone, 

Of intermingled voices, evening's prayer : 
Now from the altar chants a priest, alone. 

While full five hundred nuns are kneeling there, 
Quaintly costumed in deep black robing all. 

With purest folded white o*er neck and head ; 
And over each the thick veil*s heavy fall : 

Strange, how it seems as if all life were dead ! 
The heart set free from such sad mental thrall 

Yearns that Rome's miunming days were numbered. 



The Beguinage is one of the few nunneries not suppressed by Joseph 
II. or swept away by the torrent of the French Revolution. It is of 
great extent, with streets, squares, and gates, surrounded by a wall 
and moat. 

At the hour of vespers — 7i o'clock p.m. — strangers should repair to 
the chapel, where they will have an opportunity of seeing the whole 
sisterhood assembled. They amount to more than six hundred, and 
many are persons of wealth and rank. 

This is the principal establishment of the Order, which numbers in 
Belgium 6000 sisters. 

The Beguines are bound by no vow ; they may return into the world 
whenever they please ; and sisters have been known to quit the Order 
after having entered it They attend to the sick in the Beguinage as 
nurses, and are constantly seen at the hospital. — Murray. 



() 



GHENT. 
ST Michael's church. 

Group in marble — Christ healing the bliud. 



WONDERFUL ! thus to look upon that face 

So mighty in its gentleness, so kind ; 
The hand upraised, and with a heaVnly grace, 

Moved toVrd the anxious, yet expectant, blind : 
How tenderly ! the pitying pathos mark ; 

The will to help, the loving heart to heal ; 
The gracious purpose to illume the dark. 

And bid the hopeless, hope's bless*d brightness feel ! 
So to the blind, who through the dreary woe 

Of thoughtless, or of sinful life grope on, 
Unwittingly — all listless why they go 

Hither or thither — does the blessed Smi 
Of Righteousness shine forth, and healing flow. 

Joy to the soul, when life's drear night is done I 



BRUGES. 



SHADOWS and Memories all ! the grim old town 

Had once its youth ; and many a noble deed 
Of chivalry, or war of wide renown 

Was chronicled, and claim'd the poet's meed ; 
All freely given ! and men of mark and mind 

Lent birth, and name, and life, and death to raise 
A trophy and memorial ; and enshrined 

Their deathless doings in those amber days. 
Pass'd all ! the belted Knight, the Lady fair. 

The joust and tournament, the minstrelsy : 
Now sullen silence reigns, and everywhere 

Decay has fixed its impress ; yet the sky 
Smiles gently on the curious things which bear 

A pleasant record of bright days gone by ! 



Bniges was rich aud powerful, wheu Antwerp and Ohent were only 
in their hifancy. 

In the fourteenth century, the commerce of the world may be said 
to have been concentriited in it. Richly laden argosies from Venice, 
Genoa, and Constantinople, might at the same time be seen unloading 
at its harbour; and its warehouses groaned beneath bales of wool 
from England, linen from Belgium, and silk from Persia. 

Bruges was long the residence of the Counts of Flanders ; but it 
reached the height of its splendour in the first part of the fifteenth 
century, when the Dukes of Burgundy fixed their Court here. 

At present it wears an air of desolation ; the people in its streets are 
few and far between ; and it has lost the indications of commercial 
activity. 

Its appearance is tlie more mournful, from its great extent, and the 
size and imaltered splendour of many of the public buildings and pri- 
vate houses, vestiges of its former wealth and prosperity, — Mvrbay. 
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BRUGES. 

THE JERUSALEM CHURCH. 



THINGS in right places, places for right things ! 

Were it but so, the world would all be straight. 
'Tis the cross contrariety that brings 

Discord and dissonance, misrule and hate. 
The Holy City, old Jerusalem ! 

With all its mysteries, and myths, and tales ; 
There, I could reverence, and believe in them. 

With such a faith as neither faints nor fails. 
But here, in Bruges, to build this Church, so true 

A copy— roof , arch, pavement, waU— 
To the Holy Church ; and lead me, wondering, through 

Its strangenesses, is only comical. 
And mockery to the sense of honour due 

To right, and good, and real, and true, by all ! 



The Jerusalem Church is only remarkable on account of a copy of 
the Holy Sepulchre at Jerusalem contained in it, from which it get« 
its name. It is a facsimile of the interior of the tomb, and it is re- 
corded that the founder of the chapel, a biu^omaster of Bruges, Pierre 
Adomer, who is buried here with his wife, made three journeys to the 
Holy Land to perfect the resemblance. — Murray. 







ANTWERP. 



'TIS a fair city, Antwerp ! and sits well 

On its broad river, with a gallant air : 
While cheerful bustle, and bright aspect, tell 

Of vigorous power, and will to do and dare. 
Modem appliances, and sights and sounds, 

Of quays, and wharfs, and ships, and busy life ; 
The skill that cherisheth with love profound, 

And reverent care, the antique treasures rife : 
The Rubens, glorious in their native air ; 

Vandyke and Matsys ; streets and buildings hoary ; 
Glass-roof d Exchange ; verdant Cathedral square ; 

Pulpits, and carved work of the sacred story ; 
Groupings of art and genius everywhere ; 

Fill the glad heart with all their magic glory ! 



»1 
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ANTWERP. 

THE CATHEDRAL. 



IN a fair garden, that I wot of, grows 
A cedar, resting gently on the green ; 

While up springs branch on branch, in verdant row- 
Pyramidal, soft light and shade between. 

Come hither I look upon this wondrous tower, 
So firmly resting on its buttressed base ; 

While thence, like love that leans on manly jiower, 
The feathery spire ascends, with treelike grace. 

Fret-work and pinnacle, and arch and cross, 
Intercommingling wondrously and well ; 

And flower and crocket, effigy and boss, 
Minishing upward, weave their airy spell 

On eye and heart ; and the still tongue hath loss 
Of words, the beauty and its joy to tell. 



i 
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GHENT— BRUGES— ANTWERP. 

No. 1. 



THE wisdom of the Past, its mighty thought, 

Deep graven on the granite walls of time ; 
Teaches in lessons, as it always taught, 

A growing knowledge, deep, profound, sublime I 
Is it even so? and all the learned lore 

Of the far bygone, has it only been 
The alphabet ; and is our gather'd store 

Purest and holiest that the world has seen ? 
And these cathedrals, in their might and power, 

Marvels of beauty, in their spring and flow ; 
Were they but models to the present hour. 

Whence by degrees the perfectness should grow'^ 
Old Time to New, presenting glorious dower, 

Teacher and pupil! is it even so? 



There surely is not anything that so fills ej'c and heart with wonder- 
ing surjirise, as the cathedrals and churches of these old Belgian and 
other continental towns. 

The darhig design and perfect execution of the whole, and of the 
various parts, are a joy from the past, casting a sijigular sliadow on 
the present time, when, if we would, it seems as if we could not 
devise and do as those old architects and builders dared to think and 
did ! There is a poetry and profusion of thought and feeling about 
them perfectly enchanting ; and the heedlessness of cost, whether of 
time or money, which is so self-evi lent, does but deepen admiration 
and the wonder how it ever came to be. and, being, how the art or 
piiwer could dwindle to modem doing. 
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(IHENT— BRUGES— ANT WERR 

No. 2. 



TEACHER and Taught i the present from the past (- 

How wonderful the brightness, tme and piu^. 
Which ancient Art pictorial has cast 

On young Tune's path, to pleasure and allurt^ ! 
Rubens, Vandyke, with all of high renown ; 

Has not the world looked up with reverent gaze. 
Studied, leam'd, follo^-'d, and, alas to owni ! 

Is student still, even in these later dayn. — 
Yet the pre-Raphaehtes liave surely wrought 

A wonder and new glorj* with their ai-t ? 
Lo, Ghent, Bruges, Antweri).' |>assing strange the 
thought. 

While Memling, in his mastery ainii-t, 
With all pre-eminence of handling fraught, 

Claims the devotion of the world's large heart ! 



The works of the Brothers Van Eyck are rux-. and ncarccly, lor thi*. 
reason perhaps, appreciated as they deserve ui England. With them 
must be sissociated Hans Memling, another artist of the Kanie school, 
whose name even is hardly known, except to a very few. among iis. 

His masterpieces exist at Bi-uges, in the Hospital of St John, :ind 
in the Acaiemy. No traveller should omit to see them. If he have 
any love of art, or any pretension to taste, he will not fail to admire the 
exquisite delicacy and feeling which they display, their brilliancy of 
colouring, and purity of tone. — Murray. 

1 say "ditto to Mr Murray." 
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No. 3. 



HOW may it be then, that the learning deep, 

Th' inimoi'tal fashioniiigs of thoughtful skill, 
The pictured stores, o'er which, to joy and weep. 

Love ever pondered, comes aud ponders still : 
The foothold offer'd to progressive coui*se ; — 

How is it that the course has not l>een trod^ 
Be still (it is the sad heai't's best resource), 

The mystery of life abides with God I 
He who gives wisdom ; builds the giant mind ; 

Makes the hand skilful ; frames the ai-tist eye ; 
Will not the trammels of the world mibind ; 

And so it wakes and sleeps, like infancy : 
Its manhood growth, in wish and hope enshrined, 

A rainbow fancy, not reality ! 



This " Menioiial," with the two preceding, were the irrepressible ex- 
pression of gathei^ thinking in the three cities; in which there ai-e 
notable things enough to interest, amuse, and astonish Imth eye an<l 
heart. Perhaps it may not be so distinctly conveyed as it was felt, 
that tlie present liandling of Art, in its various departments, docs not 
at all come up to the hope and promise of the bygone. 

There are biuldiiigs and " bits," mouldings and carvings, full of the 
veiy mystery of poetry, and pictures that might be mnsed over for a 
lifetime; turning away from which to the presentinga of these times. 
«ine can but wonder, and think, " Alasi" 
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'TIS the soft twilight of the evening hour, 

Calm as the earliest which the young world knew 
While quietness, with hand of magic power, 

Paints the far landscape with a tawny hue : 
Pale blue above, and, leaning towards the west, 

Light golden tints arc^ thinly overs} )read ; 
While In'ight and gorgeous canopies invest, 

With ruby red magnificence, the bed 
Where sinks the sun : below, long shadows deep 

Hold in relief the churches, bath'd in light ; 
And slowly ui)ward silent shadows cree})*. 

Day, fading, dies ; the sky with stars is bright, 
And Brussells gently yields to tranquil sleep : 

While Memory chronicles this first fair night I 



BRi:^S8ELLS. 

MORNING. 



BRIGHTNESS and Beauty ! the clear morning air 

Rests on the city, in its freshest tone ; 
Sunlight and smartness sparkle everywhere, 

And Brussells greets me : soon, familiar gi'own 
Its park and i>alace, boulevards, statues, streets. 

House of Assembly, gi'and hotels and squares ; 
Fountains and gardens, everything that meets 

Th' observant eye, an air of joyance wears : 
While down below abides the old Town Hall, 

In antique Place, stern, i)icturesque, and grey; 
And tortuous streets, and houses quaintly tall, 

Betoken fashion of another day ; 
Yet pleasing, cheerful, busthng, vig'rous aU : — 

Oidy l>eware, smart lace-shops line the way I 
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BRUSSELLS. 

ST GUDULE. 



GIVE of thy best, with a free, cheerful will, 

Whene'er to the Great God thou offerest aught I 
Let thought be handmaid to thy deftest skill, 

And prayerfid action sanctify the thought. 
'Tis no vain seeming here ! the lofty height 

To which the giant columns grandly rise ; 
The arched roof, long nave, the colours bright 

Of windows, in their rainbow tapestries : 
The varied light through clustered pillars shining ; 

Carved stone and wood, of marvellous devising ; 
Arch upon arch, in mystic intertwining ; 

(iold work and painting the charmed eye surprising 
One wondrous whole, exalting and refining, 

Through holy devoir to the holier rising I 



BRUSSELI^ TO COLOGNE 



FROM Bmssells to Cologne : a pleasant ride, 

(Save the old trouble on the frontier line; 
Tokens of careful toil on every side. 

With comfort and prosperity combine. 
Smart thriving village ; and the stiuxly town ; 

Bright landscape, brawling stream, the ganlen lx>wer ; 
Copse, dale and dingle, lowland, sweeping down ; 

Bold rocky strata ; lichen, moss and flower : 
All this the quick eye notes, at every turn, 

While whirling through on well-appointed rail ; 
And judgment whis[iers hope, to look and learn 

How Belgian skill, hke British, must prevail ; 
And industry its certain meed shall earn. 

Freedom, free-trade, free-sjieech, free-press. All hail ! 



As to this " trouble" on frontiers — tbe examination of box and bag 
— I would suggest tbe advisability of pre-arranged, well-arranged 
temper. The thing t« to be done, and kUL bo done; and a cjiiiet 
maimer and civil tone will help the doin^, where hi;/h and mighty 
Insular sulkiness. or rudeness, causes deLiy and extra inconvenience. 
Be cheery and courteous ; behave as well-bred peofile ought, nnd l)e 
.'issured the trouble will be very bearable, and there will not be any 
heartbreak. The hint may be of scr\'ice to travellers in other places, 
and divers varie<I circumstances. 



IH 

COLOGNE. 

fiUNDAY MORyiNd. 



THE same bright sun ; the same cahn gentle bhu-. 

High over-arching with its lioly jwwer ; 
And many a sweet-tonetl bell, that echoes through 

The quiet air, at early morning'H lunir I 
Sunday! Cologne! *tis Sunday every whci-e ; 

But thought steals fondly to one's own dear honie 
And loves to think uix)n its dawning there, 

With all the joy and peace that with it come. 
While here, the unclosed shops and crowded ways, 

Waggons and carts, and business scenes and things ; 
Bustle and converse, as on other days ; 

Each its rough impress of the Foreign brings. 
Peace ! let the heart its own home-altar raise, 

While thankfulness its silent matin sings. 



D 



19 
COLOGNE CATHEDRAL. 

WITHIN. 



SCARLET and gold, the incense and sweet sound ; 

Robed priest and servitor ^ the chequer'd light ; 
Rich cope and cap ; soft echoes circling round 

The clustered columns ; all that charms the sight, 
And all that woos the sense, and would enthrall 

The soul in indolent entrancement deep : 
The added mysteries of a festival. 

Which yearly gather'd crowd was met to keep : 
The choir's sweet voices, intermingling, blent 

With the low miu'miu'ing of intoned prayer ; 
And that deft art which Popish craft has lent 

To win, and cheat, and blind, with dextVous care ; 
Fill the grieved memory of that morning spent, 

Cologne, in thy Cathedral, proud and fair ! 



The day we were jit Cologne — Sunday — w.i.s a f§tc day, and the whole 
city was astir with curious continental bustle. 

There was some sort of popinjay affair being enacted — green tunics, 
saucy-looking hats with cockades and feathers, rifles and swords, Jind 
marching and music. 

Tne streets were decorated, or disfigured, with flags and streamers, 
and altogether much fuss. 

The Cologne Musical Union sang on the occasion at the cathedral — 
not very well we thought ; and the crowd and unquiet, and the mode 
in which all was conducted officially, as also the bahavio' 
worshippers, did not edify us. 



20 
COLOGNE CATHEDKAL 

WITHOUT. 



WERE they Daik Ages i (.'ome with nie to see, — 

While the warm sunshme floods yon goi*geous pile 
How stone on stone, in mighty masonry. 

Rests proudly on old earth ; and up the while 
Spring tower and buttress, pinnacle and fret. 

Like foaming fountain toss'd by sportive wind ; 
With many a diverse spray, and many a jet ; 

A realised embodiment of mind. 
Mark the brown tint the touch of age ha.s given ; 

The fragmentary terminals in grey ; 
How man's slow labour with decay has striven, 

Strives yet, to conquer, with stem will for aye. 
And so it grew and grows, 'neath the blue heaven ; 

Born in Time's morning, waiting for the Day. 



21 
THE RHINE. 

AT COIX)ONE. 



BEAUTIFUL River ! as I gaze upon 

Thy gliding waters, memory wanders through 
The tangled turmoil of old history gone ; 

And fancy traces modern scenes anew, 
Of many a conflict, and the din of war, 

Hosts on thy banks, th' advancement or retreat : 
Or pleasanter, and more accordant far. 

With the bright things my raptured vision greet, 
The witching tale of dear ones, who have been 

Hither before me, and have vainly wooed 
My hinder'd feet to visit such sweet scene : 

Strange ! that dim thoughts of dream-land should 
intrude. 
While light and shade, blue sky, and pastm-es green, 

Shine with a living life and truth embued I 



22 
THE RHINE. 

ROLANDSECK — A DUIJ. DAY. 



MISTY with cloud-drift, aud the passing shower, 

This is no simny Rhine ! yet mark how well 
Each hill and valley gains a solemn power, 

While mystic shadows weave their wildering spell. 
Now through the gloom a shapeless mass appears ; 

The cloud whirls by, and, lo, the castle walls. 
Half hidden, half reveal'd, like bygone years : 

Hark, how the echo to the echo calls ! 
While hither, thither, all in shifting light, 

Winds the proud river, dvdl, and swift, and sheer : 
Now through a cloud-rift comes a smibeam bright, 

All is glad green ! then, downward hurrying near. 
The cloudy veil enwraps, like sturdy night ; 

And all again is stem, sti-ange, wild, and drear. 



24 
THE RHINE. 

STILL UPWARDa 



NEW, multiplying beauties moving o'er, 

Both eye and heart indulge in pleased rest. 
And, lo, surrounded by the land-lock'd shore, 

We gently glide upon a lake's calm breast. 
Greensward and rock, the valley and the hill, 

The nearer upland, and more distant height ; 
Group'd everywhere, by Nature's artist skill : 

Soft, quiet undulations, green and bright. 
Shadows of cloud-land, moving wild and free ; 

Tints of all depths ; the water's sparkUng tone : 
A passing bird ; some glad heart's melody ; 

The rich full joy ; dear friends ; yet all alone. — 
Now round a headland speeding gallantly ; 

The river ! fancy's nlimic lake is gone. 



The Rhine has sevei'al windings in its course, so sharply defined, 
that the effect on the eye is to lose the river and find a lake, to most 
precise appearance, surrounded by varied and exquisite scenery on all 
sides; with mountains towering in the distance, and groupiugs on 
every hand of accessories that mock and cheat the eye to forgetfulness 
of the stream. These portions of the Rhine are specially beautiful, add- 
ing peculiar charms to the many which invest the ordinary aspect 
and course of the noble river. 



26 



WIESBADEN. 



ALL that ill any giiise instruction brings, 

Cheers or amuses, it is well to see. 
So to Wiesbatlen ! with its famous Springs, 

Hot, very hot, and nauseous as may be. 
'Tis curious to observe them bubbling up, 

From whither, how, and why, none may explain : 
To watch the gentle-folk, with glass or cuj). 

Who walk, and sip ; and talk, and sip again. 
But so the fashion is, and fashion rules 

Wiesbaden, its hotels, and gardens fair ; 
The ball-room, table d'h6te, and, haunt of fools I 

The gaming-tables, where all day repair 
Both men and women, the imthinking tools 

Of custom, languor, folly, and despair I 
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27 
WIESBADEN. 

THE GAMING-TABLES. 



THE deep-set eye, and brow of lofty spread ; 

The fix'd stem look of hard and cool intent ; 
Perturbed gaze ; the drooping, fever'd head ; 

Vex*d calculation's dim bewilderment : 
The old habitu6, the impatient young ; 

Ladies* white hand, that half-abash*d steals out ; 
Or, reckless, with a bold defiance strong. 

Battling, and betting, without shame or doubt : 
All, all are here ! and, sad to mark, how deep 

The shadows settle, as the game proceeds : 
The furtive glance, the sighs that shivering creep 

From heart, that knowing, sins, nor conscience heeds : 
Wiesbaden, I have seen, and fain could weep. 

Foul sanction thine, of soul-destroying deeds ! 



28 
WIESBADEN. 

THE GREEK CHURCH. 



THE giussy mound in village churchyai'd, kept 

With loving heed, from all defilement free ; 
Or mausolemn, where a race has slept ; 

Betoken the grieved soul's fond memory. 
And, more than all, the deep, true, soiTowing care, 

That cherisheth memorial in the heart — 
Sweet burial-place I — and ministereth there, 

From all observance, quietly, apart. 
World-wide the same, as here the Ducal love, 

To its first troth, through years and changes, true, 
Records in marble ; unrequired to prove 

How time with love's real life has naught to do. 
One look of that sweet face and form will move 

Love's depths, and loving hearts with tears bedew ! 



The first wife of the Duke of Nassau belonged to the Greek Church : 
he proposed to build a church for her to worship in. She died, not 
many months after marriage, in early life, and (if the recumbent 
marble effigy in this church at all resemble her) in the springtide of 
beauty. 

The Duke re-married years ago, but carried on to recent completion, 
through ten long years, this bijou of a church, placing in it the monu- 
ment of his first Duchess. 

Tlie cost, we were informed, was not less than Jgl00,000. 



29 
WIESBADEN. 

THE VINEYARDS. 



FANCY paints pictures ; haugs them on the heai-t ; 

And, coming lovingly, through many a year, 
Touches with dainty skill, till every part 

Stands out familiarly fi*esh and clear. 
Alas, for fancy ! time with truthful hand, 

As counterfeits, removes them one by one : — 
Thus those who mark how, in our own loved land, 

The vine holds up its clusters to the sun, 
Image the vineyards of the glorious Rhine 

Luxuriant, overarch'd, an alley'd way. 
Where branch, and leaf, and fruit, together twine 

In gi'acef ul fashioning. A well-a-day ! 
How dwarf d, and stiff, and formal growth, combine 

To scare the heart's illusive thought away ! 



The vines ou the Bbine and adjacent country are trained up and 
fastened to a stick or pole about four feet high, and are cut carefully and 
formally in, so as effectually to destroy all beauty of appearance, when 
closely examined. At a distance, the vineyards come well euougli 
into the grouping of a wide landscape, but a near approach is sadly 
disappointing. 

This note is carefully restricted to the Rhine country — and our 
observation. 



30 



FRANKFORT. 



CELEBRITIES; the men, and things, and places, 

That have a world-wide interest and home, 
Claim the inquiring thought, that, pondering, traces 

The linking of the past with times to come. 
To Frankfort then ! its central, strong position, 

Embedded deep in history, old and new ; 
Warlike and mercantile, its proud condition, 

To free and vigorous self-reliance due : 
The weird-like quarter, where the Jews reside ; 

The town-house ; many busy modem streets ; 
Suburbs, rejoicing with an honest pride ; 

The rampart garden's green and cool retreats ; 
Have mark'd significance on every side. 

How Time, with cheerful look, new fashions greets ! 



31 
WIESBADEN. 

HOMEWARD, HO I 



RIGHT about face I though inclination woos 

To further travel, and e'en fairer scenes ; 
And Hope's soft whispering bids us not refuse, 

While shines the sun ; stern duty inter\*eneH. 
(Claims from the far-away ; the coil of home ; 

Purpose fulfill'd ; resolve of steadfast mind ; 
With emphasis, and calm persuasion, come ; 

Contentment too, with gather'd joys enshrined 
In the heart's treasure-house : so, with no lack 

Of cheerful thanks ; — the glad heart's genial glow ; — 
And hoi^e, some day, to tread the tempting track ; 

With health, and heai't's-ease, on om* way we go ; 
While Memory looks, with fond regrettings, back : — 

Still, Home is Home alway ; so, Homeward, Hoi 




32 
THE RHINE. 

BIBERICH. 



RADIANT with sunlight, fresh with fragrant breeze, 

Crisp with the brightness of young autimin day ; 
Here, on thy bank, fair Rhine, in idle ease, 

I wait the boat, to carry me away. 
Hail to thee, noble river ! now not strange 

And new, but as well-known and much-loved friend 
My heart yearns to thee : while fond fancy's range 

Floats on thy waters smooth, as they descend. 
Bright lines of sparkling sunbeams on thee rest, 

And from a lonely cloud, of snowy white, 
Moon-like reflection dances on thy breast ; 

While Memory and Hope my heart in\4te 
To meditative thankfuhiess, and quest. 

Through thee, of thoughts to praise the Infinite. 



The "white cloud" iu the alx>ve may seem so accidental to tho 
locality as not to be admissible in the description ; but, in arrest of 
judgment, let it be submitted, that it is such slight and incidental 
things which, once recorded, gi ve identity to place and fixity to the 
time, helping memory to recall pleasant thoughts and places, which, 
apart Arom the ])eculiarity, would be forgotten among the common- 
place. 

1 emmot forget that very white cloud, which gave distinctiveness to 
the 80006, and impress enough to the time, to induce this " Memorial." 

Let it be a suggestion to Note -makers, that it is such peculiarities of 
MAPon and place that claim attention and a record. The great, the 
gnad, and the enduring, demand their chronicle ; but the heart loves 
beat tha things it discovered and r^oiced in without tho aid of a 
" Ottide," and which formed, it may be for only a few passing moments, 
tlM ftitiah and perfection of an unrecorded, indescribable delight 



33 
THE RHINE. 

DOWN THE STREAM. 



DOWN the smooth stream, how pleasautly we glide ! 

All things about us, and above us, fair : 
Blessings abounding, comforts multiplied ; 

How sweet to feel, and own, God*s loving care. 
The scenery painted with a flood of light ; 

SiumTner air tempered by the wild wind's play : 
Touch'd by lithe sunbeams, every hollow bright ; 

And outhned sharply, branch, and leaf, and spray, 
(rroup'd in the distance, mountain ranges swell, 

And fade away, in tints of timid hue : 
While hasty glance of vistas up the dell. 

Gladden, and grieve, with hints of beauties new. 
And so we glide, while in her mighty spell, 

The Khine enfolds oiu* hearts, and claims her due. 



34 
THE RHINE. 

CLOUD-LAND. 



THE fair pure sky with free expansive sweep, 

Resting so lightly on th' horizon's bound, 
Cloudless, serene ; to gaze upon such deep, 

Deep, tranquil blue, brings peaceful thought profound : 
Painfully precious ! yet more sweet and fair. 

With higher rapture filFd, when slowly glide, 
In solemn stateliness, and courtly air, 

Cloudlet and cloud, in form diversified. 
The floating gauze-like film, that mocks the eye : 

The seeming snow-bank on the distant height : 
Shadows that chase each other as they fly ; 

Phantasmagoria of heart dehght. 
Oh, the sweet witchery of a clouded sky, 

Rhine mirrored, with its changes infinite ! 



35 
THE RfflNE. 

A TIMBER RAFT. 



THE casket of the heart can safely store 

Endless variety of pleasant things ; 
Life's gems and trinkets : and to turn them o'er 

Much joy, and comfort, and amusement brings. 
Note ! for a memory ; the unwieldy float. 

That swings so ciunbrously across the stream : 
The hasty shout, and well-plied oars denote 

Our quick and near approach unsafe they deem. 
" Ease her," " Go steady :" all the worldly wealth 

Of many a family is passing there ; 
And brawny arms, and cheeks that shine with health, 

Labour, and flush, till pass'd the anxious care. 
Store in thy heart, that power, with gentle stealth, 

Where roughness harms, may go — be kind, and spare I 



These timber rafts on the Rhine are great curiosities in their way. 
There is a full and very interesting account of them in Murray's Hand- 
book of the Rhine, ix , to which all travellers should refer; not, how- 
ever, merely for this, but for everything else : and one may say, once 
for all, that we found '' Murray " a most delightful corapanion, and in 
almost every respect everything, for Cv^rrcctness and helpfulness, that 
could be desired. 



36 
THE RHINE. 

8TOLZENFEL8. 



ONCE a proud castle, stem, defiant, wtrong ; 

Emblem of mid-age power, and habits nide ; 
Then wrapp'd in gaunt decay, neglected long, 

Stolzenfels crumbled to decrepitude. 
Touched by a kingly hand, it <lonn'd new gin'se, 

Up spnmg wall, buttress, tower, and turret high ; 
Drawbridge, portcullis, gate, and warder rise 

Life-like, with all heraldric blazonry. 
Full many a league o*er river, hill, and dale, 

From room and terrace, looLs the pleased eye ; 
And well the guide recites his solemn tale, 

Of kings, and queens, and days, and deeds gone by. 
Would that the frippery, and sing-song stale, 

Were not so charged with modern foolery ! 



Perhaps a visitor has no right to bo critical, except that, bein^ an 
Englishman, grumbling is a constitutional privilege I Therefore — I 
do object to a castle on the Rhine hemg so carefully kept, that every 
one visiting it has to put his feet into large felt slippers, and slide or 
shuffle through the apartments; and that there shoiild, by any possi- 
bility, be a room in such a place hung about with swords, oiico lielong- 
ing to warriors, great or small, and people, and kings, and princes, 
of times ancient and modem, of various coimtries and very different 
characters, with other details and exhibitions petty, and trifling, and 
vexing — at least, so I think, and say. 

It is a very pretty castle nevertheless, and the Prince, its master, 
very kind to let me see it ! 



37 
THE RHINE. 

COBLENTZ. 



'MID the fierce rain-drift of a sudden storm, 

Curtaining the radiance of our sunny day ; 
Hustling a cold blast through and through the warm 

And genial air ; an all unwelcome fray ! 
Coblentz, we land, and thread thy narrow streets, 

Squeezed in the cincture of a fortress town : 
Th' observant eye a martial aspect meets, 

And symbols, everywhere, of old renown ; 
But naught to stay the traveller ; get thee gone ! 

First marking the Moselle and Rhine unite ; 
The Bridge of Boats ; and, proudly resting on 

The water's edge, the Ehrenbreitstein height : 
To-morrow, the ascent : our day is done. 

Dinner, and rest, with stronger plea invite. 



38 
THE RHINE. 

EHRENBREIT8TEIX — A RIVKR KCXi. 



TO-MORROW ! 'twas " to-morrow" we should go 

To visit Ehrenbreitstein's wondrous height. 
Alas ! how many a morrow hath the glow 

Of hope, and joy, and promise of delight, 
And, coming, comes like this, with misty veil, 

While dim envelopings enfold and hide : 
And joy, and hope, and promises all fail, 

And purposes, like ours, are set aside. 
Hark, how with muffled sound the bells ring out 

Perplexing tones, from steamers on their way : 
Men move like ghost- wreaths silently about : 

The Bridge is hidden, hardly comes the day ; 
Yet it will come ; and so, through fear and doubt, 

" The morrow" hath for hope its promise aye ! 



THE RHINE. 

COBLENTZ TO BONN. 



BEAUTIFUL River ! as with jja-sHing gaze, 

I gather to my heart a pictured store ; 
Memorials of the few, but happy days, 

Spent in the simshine of thy soothing jK)wer ; 
Elach rising, falling, outline, every tone 

Of colour, and the grouping of each scene, 
Comes with emphatic beauty all its own, 

A purer daylight, and a brighter green. 
For that it passeth all ! I rest me here. 

Borne on the current without care or dread, 
While every minute doth but bring me near, 

And nearer, the " Farewell" that must be said. 
Beautiful River ! thou hast brought me cheer, 

And joy, and pleasant thoughts, unnumbered ! 



40 
THE RHINE. 

THE DRACHEXFEIJ5. 



WHILE gently, softly, mirrored deep, we float 

The shadows of green Drachenfels among, 
Our Rhine-voyage ending, we may well devote 

Time and our thoughts to God, in grateful song. 
How kind that power, which, watching o'er our way, 

Upholds the mountain, forms and tints the flower ; 
Stays the rude tempest, bids the soft wind play ; 

Smiles in the sunny day, or sends the shower. 
Thanks for His guidance, and the tender care, 

Which cheered the morning, closed our eyes at night ; 
Of health and strength apportioned ample store ; 

Cherished our comforts, made the journey bright ; 
How pleasant to behold Him everywhere, 

And find therein the brave heart's true delight I 



41 
THE RHINE. 

BONN. 



A SILVER lining has the darkest cloud ; 

A brighter side, each disappointing thing : 
The ear that listens, 'mid the battling loud 

Of world-strife, often hears an angel sing. 
Courage ! too soon the lovely Rhine we leave, 

Its inner life of beauty all unknown ; 
Well may the heart with fond rememberings grieve, 

While, with reluctant sigh, we land at Bonn. 
Yet why ? the eye hath had its fill of joy, 

And all performed the promise of the heart ; 
Let not regretful fancies then annoy. 

And cast a shadow, though we here must part. 
Beautiful River ! better to employ 

Fond words, bright looks, to tell a gladsome heart ! 



42 



BONN TO LIEOE. 



FROM Cobleutz on to Bonn ; short Kojouni thcro ; 

Glance at the university and town ; 
Dinner at table d'hOte, riglit goodly fare, 

Then to the railway, 8i)ee<ling (jiiickly on 
To old Cologne again : a look once more 

At the cathedral, with increasing love : 
A stroll beside the Rhine's now level shore : 

A sunshiny farewell, and on we move. 
Aix-la-Chapelle ! alas, we may not stay ! — 

Venders, with all its hindering, vexing pest ; — 
We reach, through picturesque and varied way, 

Liege, in moonlight's fancy costume drest. 
Twelve hours ! to steam and rail due homage pay, 

Not tire such travel brings, but cheer and zest ! 
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LIEGE TO BRUSSELLS. 



MORNING I the word sounds cheerful ; but the d*y 

Breaks chilly, and Liege looks dull and drear. 
Let us bestir then, toVrds the onward way. 

Time, and old plans, forbid to linger here. 
Hark, the shrill pipe ! again ! and on we move ! 

Untempted from without, we look within, 
With simny thoughts, upon the friends we love, 

Who to our journeying light and life have been. 
How precious is the confidence that springs 

From true communing with the good and pure : 
How full of sweetness friendship's minist'rings, 

The heart confidingness, reliant, sure : 
How bright the blessing loving-kindness brings — 

Brussells ! and change ! ah, friends and love endui-e ! 



Is thei-e somewhat too much of the personal and private in the 
above ? It is retained here, as in one or two other places, as originally 
written, for the opportunity of advising that in all foreign travel 
(indeed, the word "foreign" might be omitted, but, very specially, 
there) great consideration should be given to the making up a party. 
Hasty and inconsiderate grouping will often result in discord, or at 
least weariness ; whereas likemindedness of character, similarity of 
home habits, and, above all, oneness of feeling in all things pertaining 
to the better, holier life, wiU be the initial of very much sunshine and 
comfort everywhere, in any weather. 



44 
BRUSSELLS TO LILLE, 

BRAD6HAW*H RAILWAY GUIDE. 



I have some memory of my early school ; 

It does not need to say how long ago ! 
And, not being idiotic, or a fool, 

Learned A, B, C, as most young urchins do. 
I dare say at the time I thought it tough, 

But did it : then in progress working on, 
Grammar, French, Latin, Algebra, and stuff, 

With Mathematics, all in turn were done. 
Then men and things, life's hardest task of all ! 

Came, trying heart and head ; and thick and fast, 
Work o' day lessons — strifes political ; 

And, weary toil ! learning t' unlearn the past. 
Alas ! in life's full prime, I fail and fall. 

For " Bradshaw" beats me, out and out, at last ! 



We took great pains, before arriving at Brussells, by carefiil study 
of " Bradshaw," to learn how to get on to Lille. Alas for " Bradshaw, " 
or for us ! 

On arriving at Brussells we were assailed by the agents of different 
lines thence diverging ; and though one of our number had a perfect 
mastery of both French and Grerman, we were fairly— or foully — 
bothered. Application to seeming officials did not mend the matter, 
and we at length cut the knot of difficulty, by venturing on what we 
hoped might be the right train. 

It was while on the rail journeying — all right as it proved — ^towards 
Lille, my companions dozing, perhaps fh>m the sheer sorrow of doubt, 
that I sang to myself this Song of Bradshaw, as alx>ve. 

Has any one besides us ever been troubled by the study of thin 
popular guide and instructor? 



45 
LILLE TO CALALS. 

BY NIGHT. 



FROM Lille to Calais. Night. Yet may the eye, 

In mental daylight, note the various things 
Which travel has portray*d indelibly ; 

Besnlts, which thoughtful observation brings. 
England is not the pride of all the earth ; 

Its men and manners not, alone, i*efined ; 
Its people are not demigods by birth ; 

Nor first in all that elevates the mind 
There is much comfort ; beauties rich and mre, 

In other lands ; and Christians good and true : 
And all the more we contrast, and compare, 

We gain heart-breadth, and real instruction too. 
To home, sweet home, accord the tribute fair. 

While hearty honour is the wide world's due. 



4<> 
CALAIS. 

XIGHT AND MORXIXCi. 



HAST ever noted how impressions deep 

Are gathered from first looks, or good or ill ? 
And leam'd that second thought, or night of sleep, 

As often alters, as it may fulfil ? 
Calais ; late night, half sleepy, rather tired, 

And doom'd for two long days to tarry there ; 
Alas ! " Dessm's" no cheering hope inspired : — 

Let us to bed ; sweet rest can comfort care 
Lo, the bright morning I look around, the day 

Quiet and joyous, with its autumn sun : 
Our chateau inn with trees and flowers is gay ; 

Its court-yards stately ; walls with vines o'ergrown 
All courteous treatment too, and, sooth to say, 

Sunshine and morning, fairer meed have won ! 



47 
CALAia 

HOTEL DEB8IN — '^ CHARLEA." 



" GENTLE" or "simple''— words of little weight, 

But as agreeing with the living life ! 
Calais, long fallen from its palmy state, 

With modem aids to passing travellers rife, 
Leans to the limbo of foi^etfulness : — if e'er 

Convenience, or design, induce thy stay, 
Kest thee at ^ Dessin's :" there is genial fare, 

And comfort, with a mode antique and gay. 
So resting, it will please thee well to find 

One, who for forty years, or more, has been 
To monarchs, statesmen, men of mark and min<l. 

As now, a " simple" servitor, — I ween 
That Chaiies is " gentle " — graceful, good, and kind, 

As ever true heart that real life has seen. 



At the Hotel Dessiii, we were served by " Charles," the head- waiter, 
to whom, indeed, the entire chai^ of the hotel appeared to be 
entrusted by the proprietors. 

He was — u, I hope — a perfect model of a Frenchman of his order, 
or indeed of any order. Antique in manner — most courteous and 
g<mtle~«peaking English pleasantly, French with a quietness and 
flhnjdicity of tone, that made it very agreeable to an English ear; and 
in Us entire conduct towards us, so exquisitely finished and refined, 
that» in remembrance, I treasure him as I would a picture by Mieris 
or Gerard Dow. 



48 
CALAIS. 

THE PIER, AND, TO DOVER. 



THE snow-white cliffs that fringe the rolling sea 

Loom with a sweet significance of home : 
The fishing vessels sailing gallantly, 

Seargulls that whirl and soar amid the foam, 
Pass, as I sit awhile on Calais pier. 

In the warm sunshine, fanned by western breeze ; — 
The moisture on my cheek is not a tear. 

Thoughts are all cheerful, and the heart at ease. — 
Away ! the wind is strong, the waves run high ; 

The good ship ploughs her way, with heave and strain, 
Yet holds her own, with stately dignity : — 

So ! harbour'd safe, we set our foot again 
On the home soil ; and thought and memory 

Are busy with a joy, almost of pain. 



49 
DOVER TO LONDON. 

EVENING. 



H6me ! 'tis a pleasant word, more pleasant thing ! 

And while on rapid rail we travel there, 
Thought springs, impulsive, on rejoicing wing, 

With glad thanksgiving, and an evening prayer. 
Thanks be to God, for all His mercies shown, 

Sunshine by day, good health, sweet rest at night ; 
For friendship's aid, and gentle kindness shown, 

And cheerfulness, that rendered all so bright. 
Thanks ! and our prayer, that, ever guided so, 

By His unerring wisdom, free and strong, 
Our every journeying prosper may, and show 

The grace and goodness which to Him belong : 
Until the pilgrimage shall end below. 

Prayer cease in praise, and life be joy and song ! 
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HOME! 



HOME ! the heart's resting-place, its shelterM nook. 

Amid the rough disturbiiigs of the world ; 
How pure, and comely, in its daily look, 

But now with all adorning art enfurled : 
Flowers and sweet fruits ; and, better far than all, 

The kiss of welcome, and the hearty joy ; 
The easy chair, and slow relaxing fall 

Into its depths ; the rest without alloy 
Of further travel ; and the countless charms 

That nestle in the dear old cherish'd place : 
Not splendid state, it is not that which warms 

And solaces the heart, but love's embrace ; 
This, this is Home, shut out from life's alarms, 

Of all that precious is the light and grace ! 



THE END. 
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Bj the nme Author, 
In fcap,^ 2s, Gff. chtth^ 

SuntrajT Smtsl^tm: 

HEW ETiarS AKD POEMS FOB THE T0T7HO. 

" This neat little volume is meant to be what is called in 
religious families a ' Sunday Book/ and is meant to contri- 
bute towards making Sunday, not a day of gloom, but a 
pleasant day, or, as the title has it, a day of * sunshine/ Tlie 
poetry is simple in its language, cheerful in its tone, and de- 
vout in its spirit** — Britinh Quarterly Review. 

" The volume is a valuable contribution to the poetrj' of 
its class, which entitles the writer, be he who he may, to the 
thanks of the families of the land." — Christian Witness. 

" There is not a verse which may not be read by the adult, 
as well as the little one, and the rare and valuable peculiarity 
of the whole is, that everything conducts the reader to the 
God and Father of Jesus Christ.'* —British Standard. 

" The volume is worthy of the title. Each page is lit up 
with a holy light. The verses are far superior to what we 
generally find in works of this class." — Evangelical Maga- 
zine. 

" There is an elegance of thought and expression in the 
poems which will help to educate the taste of the little 
learners ; and there is the far more valuable quality of real 
Christian spirituality, which often, at the close of a poem* 
embodies itself in a short prayer, thus bringing the child's 
mind consciously into the presence of the Saviour, and aid- 
ing it in realising His existence." — Eclectic Review. 
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